
John 1:6-8, 19-28 

 

6 A man came, one sent from God, and his name was John. 7 He 

came as a witness, to testify about the Light, so that all might 

believe through him. 8 He was not the Light, but he came to 

testify about the Light. 

19 This is the testimony of John, when the Jews sent priests and 

Levites to him from Jerusalem to ask him, “Who are 

you?” 20 And he confessed and did not deny; and this is what he 

confessed: “I am not the Christ.” 21 And so they asked him, 

“What then? Are you Elijah?” And he *said, “I am not.” “Are 

you the Prophet?” And he answered, “No.” 22 Then they said to 

him, “Who are you? Tell us, so that we may give an answer to 

those who sent us. What do you say about yourself?” 23 He said, 

“I am the voice of one calling out in the wilderness, ‘Make the 

way of the Lord straight,’ as Isaiah the prophet said.” 

24 And the messengers had been sent from the 

Pharisees. 25 They asked him, and said to him, “Why then are 

you baptizing, if you are not the Christ, nor Elijah, nor the 

Prophet?” 26 John answered them, saying, “I baptize in 

water, but among you stands One whom you do not know. 27 It 

is He who comes after me, of whom I am not worthy even to 

untie the strap of His sandal.” 28 These things took place in 

Bethany beyond the Jordan, where John was baptizing people. 

  



It Came Upon the Midnight Clear 

UMH 218 

 

1 It came upon the midnight clear,  

that glorious song of old,  

from angels bending near the earth  

to touch their harps of gold:  

"Peace on the earth, good will to men,  

from heaven's all-gracious King."  

The world in solemn stillness lay,  

to hear the angels sing.  

2 Still through the cloven skies they come  

with peaceful wings unfurled,  

and still their heavenly music floats  

o'er all the weary world;  

above its sad and lowly plains,  

they bend on hovering wing,  

and ever o'er its Babel sounds  

the blessed angels sing.  

3 And ye, beneath life's crushing load,  

whose forms are bending low,  

who toil along the climbing way  

with painful steps and slow,  

look now! for glad and golden hours  

come swiftly on the wing.  

O rest beside the weary road,  

and hear the angels sing!  

4 For lo! the days are hastening on,  

by prophet seen of old,  

when with the ever-circling years  

shall come the time foretold  

when peace shall over all the earth  

its ancient splendors fling,  

and the whole world send back the song  

which now the angels sing. 


